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On HIS, AUGUST MAJESTY, 


FREDERICK. 


KING of PRUSS/[A 


Humbly Dedicated to 


; * | 
THE RIGHT HoNoURABLE 


A >= Eſq; 


4 „„ 8 


— 6—— 


Quem Virum aut Heroa Lyrd, vel acri 
Tibia ſumes celebrare, Clio. - HoR. + 
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| . The RIGHT HONOURABLE 


W . P 1 Eſq; 


A CCEP TT the Lay, 
. Thou radiant Day, 
| Whoſe Patriot-care revives a Land : 


Smile on the Lyre, 
That would inſpire 
To liſten to thy wiſe Command. 
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On HIS MAJESTY 


The KING of PRUSSIA 
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I. 
HEN Hlaccus tun'd the String, 
W Till Clio deign'd to ſing, 
L To mark the glorious Theme, 
; The laurel'd Heroe's Name, 
\ The Bard and Inſtrument were mute. 
She ſang : the ſacred Page 
| Produc'd the Brave, the Sage 
To ſweep the Strain along, 
To {well the rapt'rous Song 
\ In Concert with the warbling Lute. 
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AwAk' D by Pruſſian fire 
The ſweet melodious Lyre 
Spontaneous pours around 
The ſoft diffuſiv ound, 
While trumpets breathe A martial air: 
Virtue and Fame precede, 
The Monarch onward lead, 
And ev'ry grateful voice 
The Subject of their choice | 
Procliinss th illuſtrious Son of war. 
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III. 


No wild ambitious Scheme 

Directs a FRED*RICK's Aim: 

To fix Religion's Cauſe, 

Maintain Religion's Laws, 
Heav'n bids her Heroe boldly weild 
| (The choſen of the Lord) 

The juſt vindictive Sword, 

To ſtem the madding tide 

That rag'd on ev'ry fide, 

And Pow'rs Celeſtial wave the Shield. 
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TEEMING with black Deceit 
A fell Aſſembly met, 


Quaffing Lethean dray ghts 
7 To baniſh honeſt thoughts : 
f Mad 4te in the Council {ways. 
4 O'erwhelm the daring Chief, 
This Son of true belief: 
Vour Force in one combine 
To raze the fatal Line. 
5 She ſpoke, and clamours echo praiſe. 


V. 


Rouz”'D at the dread alarm 
Myriads on Myriads arm, 
Crouding from pole to pole 
With envy-tin&tur*d Soul 
They parcel out the deſtinꝰd prey. 
| Heav'n watches o'er her own, 
y Their Machinations known, 
[ The Prince with Eagle flight 
Pierces the clouds of night, 
And ſtands confeſt in open day. 
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VI. 


AGHAST they view the Chief, 
His ſpeed beyond belief: 
| In vain they ſeek retreat 
In Pirna's airy height: | 
His Prudence from the fort withdraws : 
The penn'd up ſons of war q 
With gladneſs raſhly dare b 
| Purſue the deſtin'd courſe : 
Surpriz'd they meet his Force: 
| Again they fait, they humble to his Laws. 


VII. 


Nov, Bulwark of thy Queen, | 
Of real martial mien, 
Call forth thy dread Aray, 
And try the dubious day : 
Exert thy Proweſs great in Fame. 
Vicloria gently ſmiles 
Triumphant o'er thy wiles, 
Thy former laurels won 
Devotes unto her ſon, 
And adds thee to his conqu'ring Name. - 
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VIII. 


Bu r ſhun his rapid courſe, 
Collect ſuperior force, 
Join with thy brother Prince 
To drive the Victor hence.--- 
In vain the crouded hoſts appear, 
Tho” Cannons roar on high 
Thro' an enlighten'd 1ky, 
And pour their thickeſt hail, 
Upon the lower Vale, 
A FRE D'RICE is exempt from fear. 


IX. 


WHERE dangers threaten moſt, 
He ſeeks the daring poſt, 
Himſelf the vig'rous Soul 
That animates the whole, 
And from the Summit ſweeps the foe. 
How muſt the mind elate 
Triumph in deeds ſo great! 
But to aſſuage a pride 
To Conqueſt near ally' d, 
A Schwerin falls, and gives Alloy of Woe. 
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GREAT Schwerm, who'd deny 
The tributary ſigh 

To gen'rous worth like thine 
Fall'n in the foremoſt line? 


Yet, while the throbbing boſom ſigh'd, 


Deplor'd thy ſudden fate, 

Who wou'd not be as great, 

T*extract a Monarch's groan, 
And bid an Hoſt bemoan 

The Tutor, Gen'ral and the Guide. 


XI. 


V1c1SSITUDE of things 
Befalls the wiſeſt Kings: 
Thus Virtue purify'd 

To kindred Heaven's ally'd. 

A Parent dies! a Winterſield is (lain! 
A Daun intrench'd on rocks 
Withſtands impetuous ſhocks, 
While Auſtria's troops elate 
Behold the ſlow retreat, 

Yet dare not iſſue on the plain. 
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A MANLY Sorrow flows 
At thought of Human woes, 
The tender Orphan's ſighs, 
The Widow's ſwelling eyes 
Affect a monarch's feeling Breaſt: 
A gen'rous Pity charms, 
Where real Valour warms, 
Redreſs! the Parent cries, 
And to the Camp he flies 
Awak'd by danger, not depreſs'd. 


XIII. 


EME R GING from the cloud, 


That durſt the Sun enſhroud: 
Again effulgent Day 
Emits the genial Ray 

To ſhed irradiant Glory round. 
Vain France mult interfere 
Some Party Spoil to ſhare, 
By friendſhip never led, 
By fell Ambition fed, 


Whoſe views nor man, nor Heaven can bound. 


T* ENSURE 


| Redoubled dread alarms 


XIV. 


T*ENSURE the happy blow, 
Out number thrice the foe : 
Soubize, Command obey, 
Burſt thro* the bold Array, | 
Nor leave a Pruſſian on the field: 
The Gallic Genius ſpoke, 
Prepares the boaſted ſtroke, 
Contemns the little band, 
That dares their force withſtand, 
And bids them trembling to their numbers yield. 
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W 1 TH ſteady reg'lar pace 

Glowing in martial Grace, 

A Column nobly fill'd 

Reſoly'd to never yield 
Advances Pruſſia's dauntleſs line: 

Arms claſh on ſounding arms, 


The mingled war proclaim, 
While dubious, hov'ring Fame 
From rank to rank bids neither hoſt decline. 
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XVI. 


SUCCESSIVE Light'nings glare, 
While clouds obſcure the air, 
Clouds ting'd with languid light 
More hideous than the night. 
Thouſands on thouſands cruſh the plain : 
The Coward and the Brave, 
The Noble and the Slave 
Promiſcuous meet their fate, 
And mingle in a common ſtate 
To {well the number of the ſlain. 


XVII. 


INTREPID ſons of war, 
Heaven's choice peculiar Care, 
Preſs thro* the broken Files, 
Preſs, while Yz#oria ſmiles, 
Till Gallia ſhall forget to boaſt. 
Confus'd the fcatter'd band 
Diſpers'd on either hand 
No longer bide the field, 
But fly, or trembling yield, 
And wonder how the day was loſt. 
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XVIII. 


ö URGE on: Hicloria cries, 
And Fame before him flies: 
But half thy work is done; 
For Breſlau muſt be won, 
Groaning Sileſia mult be free'd. 
When Subjects are diſtreſs'd 
A Monarch ſcorns to reſt: 
Not ſwifter darts the Light 
Upon the gladden'd Sight, 
Than active Pruſſia wings his ſpeed. 


i XIX. 


Joys thro' the Camp rebound, 

And Echoes waft the ſound : 
He comes in glory clad 
To make a nation glad : 
He comes the Darling of an Holt: 

He comes to ſhare our toils, 

To ſooth the lab'ring Files, 
The firſt, where Dangers frown 
[ Regardleſs of his own, 
His Subjects health his tender boaſt. 
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Locx'D in the chilly fold 
Of winter's tyrant cold 
The fields an hoary waſte 
By ſnow and hail defac'd 
Withhold the comforts due to life. 
Whate'er their want enjoins, 
He from his own reſigns, 
The Brother of the Day 
Shining in brilliant ſway 
By gen'rous and by prompt relief. 


XXI. 


HEN CE warmeſt Ardor glows 

To ruſh upon the Foes : 

By {ſuch a Monarch led 

What numbers can they dread? 
Who 'midſt the noble Din of arms, 

Himſelf the God of War 

Urges the rattling Car, 

By great Example cheers, 

And ev'ry action ſteers 
Unmov'd by hurry and alarms. 
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XXII. 


THe Battle rages wide, 

While Slaugbiter's giant ſtride 

Wades thro' a Crimſon flood 

To fate herſelf with blood, 
And Havock ravages at large. 

Again Vicloria's voice 

Bids Pruſſia's Sons rejoice, 

Purſue the flying band, 

And clear Silęſia's Land: 
On: on: to execute my charge. 


XXIII. 


EARTH groans beneath the weight 
Of Squadrons in their flight: 
Terror and winged Fears 
Preſs on the trembling Deers: 
Happy, who can the blow avoid: 
With juſt indignant mind 
The Lion roars behind 
To chaſe th'invaſive train 
From his belov'd Domain, 
That Bliſs and peace may henceforth be enjoy d. 
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XXIV. 


Mx Soul prophetic ſees 
Our Chief reject all eaſe, 
Till ſuccour to his friends 
Diſtreſs'd and Brave extends 
By Goodneſs, as by Glory, fir'd. 
With numbers only bold 
Fly, Gallia, from thy Hold; 
Vour former Conqueſts Laurels bring 
To wreath th'immortal King, 
Whoſe ev'ry ſoldier is a Chief inſpir'd. 


XXV. 


He hears Hanover groan, 
He hears, and bids her ceaſe to moan : 


To ſtop her flowing tears 
His gen'rous Force appears, 
France trembles and obeys his Nod.--- 
Ye happy Swans, reſort 
To each recover'd Fort, 
And gather from your fields, 
What honeſt Labour yields 
Protected by a Guardian God. 
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„ A PRINCE engag'd in war 
[| To bid his Subjects ſhare 
| Of Peace the ſolid Joys, 
Invaſive force annoys, 
By Patriot Love, not by Ambition led : 
While Valour ſtrings his arms, 
And Senſe his Judgement warms 
To baffle hoſtile aims, 
And urge his happy ſchemes, 
Deſerves the lateſt drop, the deareſt to be ſhed. 


XXVII. 


Such, Albion, is thy King, 

From whom our Bleſſings ſpring : 

Support his Patriot Cauſe, 

Thy Commerce, and thy Laws: 
Exert the Vigour Nature plants 

In ev'ry Britiſh breaſt, 

Unleſs by ſloth depreſt: 

Thy native laurels claim, 

Thy native rights proclaim, 
And ſilence Gallia's haughty Vaunts. 
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XXVIIL 


WAE E, Britons, wake, maintain 
Your Empire o'er the Main, 
Where e' er old Ocean's pride 
Extends the foaming tide, 

Swell the bold Canvas o'er the Wave. 
Bear Terror to each coaſt, 
Where Rivals dare to boaſt. 

That Prowels ſo oft ſhown, 
That Proweſs ſo well known 
Exerted ſtill may Fortune brave. 


XXIX. 


As FRED'RICK rules by land, 
By ſea you may command ; 
In naval Heroes bleſt 
You ſhall the Balance wreſt, 
And hoſtile menaces controul. 
A Patriot ſteers the helm, 
No dangers can o'erwhelm, 
While for the Public Good combin'd, 
By ſelfiſh Cavils not disjoin'd 
True Britifh Views, and Juſtice fire each Soul. 
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